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awakened at half-past nine by a chaoush> who brought inc
a dish of haricot beans from the restaurant.

Having eaten, I dozed and scratched more or less con-
tentedly till morning-light.

At noon next day another meal was brought to me, and
again at six o'clock. No one was allowed to speak to me,
nor was I permitted to leave my room except to go to the
latrine, which was disagreeably close to my door. I was
in solitary confinement.

Very little has been written about this punishment, which
exists not only in Turkey but in all civilised prisons to-day*

The spirit of man is more than his poor flesh ; the war
taught us that, if we did not know it before. But it is a pity
that so many of those who learned that high lesson should
have been killed in the practice of it: hence there is an
undue proportion of sentimentalists in England to-day*
These good people, who sometimes have no compunction
in keeping creatures in cages, even those whose glory is
flight, profess a great sensitiveness to certain punishments,
particularly flogging and hanging. I would suggest that
there are worse cruelties than the cat of nine tails and the
gallows : for instance, long terms of penal servitude, and
solitary confinement.

Penal servitude merely shirks the problem of law-
breakers by locking them away out of sight, where senti-
mentalists cannot see the long slow torture that saps the
brain of a felon.

As to solitary confinement, it is a discipline fit only for
saints : to throw minds which need the help of their fel-
lows back into the turmoil of their sick selves is as foolish
as it is cruel.

But the alternative would shock our sentimentalists : the
State would have to choose some prisoners for reformation